and friends.  It restored his sense of perspective to-
wards war,
Another correspondent approved of the bombing.
He had seen heavy artillery, Russian, hidden in the
narrow streets. He never explained what it was doing
there or how the ingenious gunners fired over the tops
of the shaky tenement buildings. He was represent-
ing a sane and solid daily, the Bible of many a bour-
geois breakfast-table.
After our luncheon-party, I was detailed by Delmer
to scour the shops down by the Toledo bridge for
food. To-morrow being Sunday no story would be
phoned through. This quarter was under fire, and had
not been combed by the hungry Europeans as had the
shops in the Gran Via, Alcala and the Fuencarral.
Many were dosed and deserted, but a number re-
mained open. At a large store near the bridge, I
bought a supply of Bovril, caviar, tinned fruits, vege-
tables and (a great discovery) a six-pound Christinas
pudding.
The manager had not left his shop although his
stock of tins and jars danced up and down on the
shelves as a Government battery near by replied to the
rebek,
A shoemaker went on hammering at a pile of half-
finished boots and shoes.   "Many of his customers
would ne?ier seed them," he told me. He had worked
m his littk shop for nearly forty years;
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